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When the greetings, brotherly embraces, exclama-
tions of amazement, were over, he said:

"What were you laughing at? "

"Mrs. Trevivian and I," Susan explained, "were just
saying------"

"No, really, / had said nothing/' her hostess inter-
rupted.

"------were*just saying that if you entered the room

at this minute you would soon have the prettiest
women in the room around you."

He bowed. "And so I have, already."

Seating himself beside his sister, he submitted to her
rapid fire of questions. Some such catechism he would
have to go through with a good many people. He had
expected that. And this evening, his first evening in
London, he was entirely prepared for the inevitable.
Susan pumped him as dry as the presence of Mrs.
Trevivian would permit, and, after that lady retired,
abandoned herself to an orgy of even more indiscreet
questions. In the old days, there had been no secrets
between Susan and her brother. But that was long ago.
Orientations change with changing years. Norton soon
reached the conversational point at which it was neces-
sary to answer evasively, to affect misunderstanding,
to make a smile or a shrug do service for an answer.
Finally he told Susan point blank that he would tell her
no more about Princess Barbarov.

"They were saying here that you left Russia out of
pique," Susan remarked, quite unperturbed.

He left that opening alone.

"I told people that was rubbish," she added mag-
nanimously,

"Quite right."

She smiled. "But why did you leave, Norton?"